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The Voyante 



I. 

The tears of northern skies are almost quenching 

Yon firelight flickering on the Thymele ; 
Unmeet it seems at first that rain is drenching^ 

Dashed from each arching tree, 
The dancing floor, the stairs, the listening throng. 

It matters not — not all the gusty June 
Can now unbind the spell of ancient song. 

How the wild prophetess, with sudden start 
Uprising, to the cithern's sweet low tune 

Chants her own death-song with the olden art ; 

No storm is half so wild as that rent heart. 



2. 

The stage is hushed ; 'tis hers a little space ; 

Within yon door the queen hath led her king 
Beguiled by counterfeited rapturous grace 

Of sweet tones borrowing Affection's ring, 

I 



2 The Vojrante 

Of wifely glances, welcome of the head 

Whose glorious auburn shames its binding gold — 
Love's every sign, save tears she cannot shed 

From vengeance- screening eyes. 
So now on carpets idly rolled 

He has passed ; 'tis solemn pause for sacrifice. 

Here the poor slave shall have her hour, or ere 
she dies. 



How fast the phantoms of the past are sweeping 
Along the floor of these sin-laden halls, 

Stranglings untold, and slaughtered infants weeping. 
But now more wildly still the maiden calls ; 

Now hath those upward glances more amaze : 
Ah t horrors stranger yet must roll 

Before her now, to fix that frenzied gaze. 
What doubly-deadlier end 

Scenteth she now in her presaging soul. 
Turning to yonder heavens her streaming eyes — 
Heavens fitter for such scenes than sunnier skies ? 
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And ever and anon with manly chiding 

The Chorus Chief would soothe that heart of 
fire, 
And still those broken cries, where truth is hiding, 

With sober words, the kind unknowing sire. 
He likens her to that sad songster brown 

Whose ceaseless warblings terrify the night. 
Yet never nightingale hath known 

Thy pain, Cassandra ; boon divine 
Hath given the bird a feathered form, that's light 

In the sweet air ; no bitter brine 

Of tears, no deathstroke as shall soon be thine. 



For thou hast come across the salt-sea foam 
To household gods that cannot hear thy prayer, 

Poor chattel ! e'en the master of the home 
They cannot save. Yes, pluck from thy black 
hair 
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or any iignt tnat tiastied in holy Uion 
From thy dark eyes, the god-taught prophetess : 

►own in the accursed dust thy bauble fling. 
It never gave one hour of happiness, 
Yet robbed thee of the ignorance that could bless. 



6. 

ad yet thou livest I Though these airs are blown 

Not from the white Hymettus' honied steep, 

It from a chalky ridge of English down ; 

Though yonder bubbling rivulet doth creep 

meath a rain-cloud misting all the hills, 

Not in that light men deemed divine, where dart 

ly lover's sunny smiles upon the rills 

From Ida's fonts ; yet here doth speak again 

le undying sorrow of thy breaking heart ; 

Here thou, o'er seas transported, shalt remain 
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O youth and truth are thine ; yet thou must die ; 

E'en now thou'rt turning to thy tragic end ; 
Death's sponge shall cancel all thy frailty ; 

And fear and pity into chastening blend. 
And yet, methinks, anew the terrors come, 

Breathed in that farewell from inspired lips — 
Those lips that rescued not one fated home, 

Though truth was on them still to save. 
But for thy long-past falseness, when the ships 

Of foes invading covered all the wave. 

And thou wert brave to speak, as now to suffer 
brave. 



8. 



Farewell, sad Princess ! Let us come away 
And guard, or ever meaner thoughts intrude, 

One solemn warning of this holy day. 
So; theirs, whom God has loved and fed with 
food 



.*v,oo Lu Lilt: ruie divine, 

)f useless utterance and a babbler's name. 

So be it ; woe for him to whom are given 
)read oracles more clearly heard than thine, 
O heathen maid, and yet he hath not striven 
To guard the heart that tells the tale of heaven 
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lona in the South 



Afar the Isle's red reefs among 
The azure wavelets glide ; 

Till, by its low woods overhung, 
As by a mother's side 
They seem to hide. 

But pass the sapphire seas, and land, 
To find it, near, more fair ; 

Fling thyself down upon its sand — 
All fragrance of the air 
Is breathing there. 

The fatness of the firmament 
Drops in the resinous pine ; 

Henbane and milfoil cast their scent 
Far o'er the twinkling brine 
And quivering line. 



— -J 1 

Breathing in the air's old undertones 
From Time's immensity 
The eternal sigh. 

But fairer things than Earth's best smile 
Find — the way is not long ; 

List other music of the isle 
Yon cells and courts among. 
The monks' low song. 

At mom and noontide dirge and hymn 
Through sunlit cloisters creep ; 

And nightly, round their altar dim, 
Still for a world in sleep 
They vigil keep. 

Ever to soothe or cleanse they toil. 
Like God's own airs and seas ; 

Yea, in their prayers, from pain or toil 
Waits the morp lenrA roi^***'- 



lona in the South 

But the world owns them not — ^it spurns 

All that they ever gave ; 
To other strongholds now it turns 

Than this beside the wave, 
More quick to save. — 

The Saracens came with fire and sword 

And made a ruin here ; 
Yet smote not as one cutting word 

That mocked all holy fear, 
One sophist's sneer. 

The poor were Christ to love no more ; 

Wild Misery must start 
E'en from Religion's golden door. 

Where the bland reasoner's art 
Had locked the heart. 



Yes, what if here the corsair came 

One Whitsun evening late ; 
Brought, with fierce cries on Allah's name. 

With torch and turban at the gate, 
The martyr's fate ? 



Again the consecrating quires 
In white procession swept, 
And ocean slept. 

But what when Faith and Hope sink dowi 

The bulwarks of the soul ; 
Flames, in the name of Reason thrown, 

Full on the Evangel scroll 
Foul vapours roll ? 

Earth in magnificence may rest, 

Rich peace the granaries fill, 
The olive and the vine be blest ; 

But Love's own pulse grows still. 
And weak his will. 

Not the dark days since thou hadst fought 

O samt, the world to win. 
In twice seven centuries ruin wrought 

As this apostate sin. 
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lona in the South 

So here, when mingling best and worst, 
Fierce Gallia's freedom-blast 

To every secret chamber burst, 
But phantoms of thy past 
Outside were cast. 

But now, if, where thy footsteps pass, 

A thousand fingers kiss 
The harpstrings by the sea of glass 

Of brighter sheen than this 
In realms of bliss. 

It may be, Honorat, thou dost know 

That now no more profane 
Is this thy little heaven below ; 

But white cowls guard again 
Thine isle and main. 



II 



Once strong in all yon lovely land 
To shield each outcast thing. 

Still orphaned nurslings of the strand 
'Neath a new mother's wing 
To hide they bring. 



^.*.v. muu^iiis oi nome ; 

As oft thy sister Marguerite 
Sent o'er the cherry bloom 
And bade thee come. 

And, Vincent, to whose listening ear, 

Keen for the notes sublime, 
The accents of true Faith came clear 

Down the full stream of Time 
From every clime, 

Thou, too, must joy that star-strewn heaver 

Looks down on lamps still lit 
For tasks like thine, who here had striven 

Faith's measure e'er to fit 
To Holy Writ. 

We go ; the woods catch motionless 

Brief crimson from the West : 

But the secrets of all holiness 
Within their strin'^/^ ^^^^:-- 
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I. 

To the boy the tale of summer^ 

The glory in every glen, 
The leafy cool on the mountain 

Is told by a Latian pen. 

His flowers in the lexicons folded 

Are ancient and very dim ; 
The living flowers of his England 

Are a closed book to him. 

If the spring is ever lovely 
With flush of infinite green, 

'Tis only as Horace painted 
Earth's transformation scene. 

And if the landscape of winter 

Is strange in the sunbeams' glance, 

'Tis when the high Thracian snowfield 
Breaks on his reveller's trance. 



i 



^.*v.xvi ui oicuy singing 

Her treasures of dropping gold. 

" May I love the woods and the rivers !" 

That choice was never mine ; 
They were but passing vibrations 

In the splendours of Virgil's line. 

Nor knew I the days of devotion 

And studious vigils of love 
Spent by them who, the veils uplifting, 

Each season's mystery prove ; 

Nor knew, what those days have of healing 
E'en more than for him who found 

The tumult of Rome and her discords 
In sweet wood-murmurs drown'd. 
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II. 



But here in the peaceful village. 
Though its spire is the only sign 

Of a past that is grand and noble, 
Unreached by the tongue malign, 

By the brothers' discord which ever 
Hearts vowed to brotherhood shook, 

I may learn a speechless language, 
I may spell in Nature's book. 

Each mom and each eve for moments- 
Brief moments which intrude 

On other tasks — I may linger 
And watch the woodland mood. 

'Tis where a lane descending 

Aslant to Tamise unseen 
Leaves nothing but air and the distance 

Its high-hung briers between. 



■^Aun. 



Run out to far lowland meads. 

'Tis a world of wooded ranges, 
The land's empurpled waves : 

Yet there, by its fringes for ever, 
Child of the coral caves, 

Tamise, in stealth, but stately. 
With no bicker or babble, falls. 

With green unsullied water 
Drenching his flowery walls. 

He is there ! the scarf of morning, 
Mistwoven, marks him well ; 

He is there ! in the hush of evening 
His weirs' low murmurs tell ; 

For of late man has forced his current, 
And lent him a deeper voice ; 

And he joys to be talking for ever 
To the hills of his childhood's choice. 
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I saw on a wild May morning 

How fared yon multitude 
Of secular oaks and ashes 

Screening yon ambient flood. 

The brown expanse of their summits, 

By storms semestral swept, 
Gloomed on, till in western ridges 

A light as of amethyst slept. 

But e'en then the sappy fountains 

Of verdure were surging there : 
The blush on the cheek of the brunette 

Is sudden, and passing fair. 

Yes, fair it was ; and a sunrise 
Would come, when all would be 

The freshness of leafy billows. 
All the hues of a sunlit sea 

Where green are the wavelets curling 
On the sands with their forward sweep, 

And azure the midmost breakers, 
And purple the far-off deep. 



For the lowly heart second-sighted : 
For the meek shall inherit the earth, 

There are eves when yon western head 
Wears the white veils of June, 

And the mist on the nearer treetops 
Turns silver beneath the moon. 

'Tis a world of shrouded foliage ; 

Yet I know that those arrowy beams 
Pierce a glade where a butterfly orchis 

Like some pale angel gleams ; 

And there, I know, the cinquefoil 
Sleeps on the darkened moss ; 

And beside it the rathe tormentil 
Nestles its tiny cross ; 

And the moneywort's dim constellation 
Thread many a humid grove, 

"Watrhinpr thronc^h movftlftss treetons 
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And far along broad green sheepwalks 
That lead to yon woodland shrines 

Full many a yellow spiketet 
Of agrimony shines : 

And the teasel bears in its basin 
The tears which the sweet-brier shed, 

And rings with a lilac halo 
The locks of its wiry head. 

But no more : Polyhymnia treasures 
Swift vengeance for bim who would feign 

What his heart has not grasped of God's 
workings 
With the hasty word profane; 

For this earth which we tread as common 

Is grander than we know ; 
Her flower-wrought robe of ages 

Is an eternal now. 

Before man bought and sold her, 

Before his dark, toiling hours. 
E'en before he compassed his kingdom 

And syllabled names for her flowers. 



And sweet orchids filled the < 

White, for night's winged wane 

Fair, though no voice did tel 

So, whene'er we wander thithei 
We enter a magic scene : 

A m3aiad of years roll backwarc 
Or a m3aiad more have been. 



III. 

But 'tis not for the Mantuan fai 

All fancies to engage 
Of boyhood ; another language 

Comes from a distant stage — 

Words which, now conned in sc 
From long-perished scrolls re 
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Words helped by the mask and the gesture, 

As sinner or sufferer spoke. 
Through the hush of a liquid morning 

Far-pealing stroke on stroke ; 

Which told in its long unravelling 

The tale of the tainted line ; 
And for each dread act there sounded 

The Dorian hymn divine. 

The vials are full, and madness 

Strikes the son of a house sin-laden ; 

Or Duty's self is demanding 
The life of a sinless maiden. 

For a sister is all too loving ; 

She moves to her living tomb. 
A thousand ships are waiting ; 

A daughter must meet her doom. 

In vain the spoils of an empire 

Climb the dividing wave ; 
With the snare of the ruthless hunter 

They await the returning brave. 



That is an uncut page. 

Yes, what are those scenic sorrows ? 

They may vex the soul for an hour ; 
Far grander the lives of the living 

For pity's and terror's power. 

From excess deeply printing its records 
By the hearth of a cottage home. 

From sorrows not heard on the housetop 
Our rural tragedies come. 

The fathers have eaten the sour grapes, 
They have drunk of the liquid fire, 

And the flames of their fierce exultations 
In the hectic offspring expire. 

Fast in the darkening winter 

Fades on lip and cheek the rose ; 
But fast the bread-winning needles 
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They shine in the watchful midnight, 

By the ember no longer burning ; 
They shine by the guttering tallow 

When the dark to gray is turning, 

And, as doves in the oaks of Dodona, 
Soft sounds from the woodland roll ; 

God makes His angels spirits ; 
They are calling a youthful soul. 

Spring returns ; and lo ! one needle 

Has fashioned a garment fine, 
Where the moth and rust corrupt not 

In the treasure-chest divine. 

And hark ! that word to the sisters 

Ere to Lazarus' rock they came 
Meets the mourners again ; and the working 

Hereafter shall be the same. 

But alas ! that the terror and pity 
With hope shall not always blend. 

Will the nethermost millstone soften ? 
Can the self-wrought curse have an end ? 



Are they creatures of to-day ? 

The tongue, when it has no bridle, 

Is the spoiler of the heart ; 
It hardens all of its tender, 

Makes common its nobler part. 

'Tis the maniac-hand ever clashing 
The lyre's measured chords among, 

Till they lose all their trembling emotionj 
All broken or all unstrung. 

But — oh, m5rstery of vengeance I 
That 150*6, which the victim seemed. 

Prompts still a madder discord 
Than ever its spoiler dreamed. 

So once some hard forefather 
Could never that grudge forego 

Which he nursed with his vengeful clamo 
Nor the heart's sweet meltinpr hnrx^xt 
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From the womb his children were froward ; 

They sang the old strain again ; 
And deeper the inborn coarseness 

Spreads in the later grain. 

Oh, will He make full ending. 

Or save the self-hardened race, 
Who smote the lion's jawbones, 

By the miracles of grace ? 

But pass to the single-hearted, 

Pass to the pure again. 
Some free from sin's long-linked bondage. 

But not from necessity's chain ; 

For now they are winning at random 

A crust for their daily bread. 
Or begging a passing shelter 

At hearths which their forefathers fed. 

Their lineage is all forgotten ; 

The curse was so long ago. 
It fell on a glorious morning. 

Or else in an eve's calm glow ; 



Once wooed him — a passing air — 

Ere it went to work with the sunbeam, 
And swept o'er the glorious grain ; 

While the price of his wheat and his bai 
Was fattening in war's red rain ; 

And, to profit by earth's occasion. 
He had driven his ploughshares deep 

Through the swarded homes of the catth 
Through the loamy walks of the sheep 

And all his arable welkin 

Was golden field on field, 
And his bursting bams must be bigger 

To store the ponderous yield. 

Yet no prayer, no vow, no offering ! 

He must guard the gold for his seed ;— 
And his fourth generation is draining 



-, ^ 
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But God in each tragic ending, 

After all man can suffer or do. 
Descends with His guerdon of patience 

And faith for the soul still true. 

Others wait ; not yet is preparing 

The stage, with its sinful joy ; 
Laius has not met Jocasta, 

Nor yet is their fateful boy ; 

Nor the sphinx of subtler diseases, 

To tempt with her riddle wild ; 
Nor yet on her seaman lover 

Has the Colchian maiden smiled, 



Nor, parting with parents for ever, 
Borne the ministries of death. 

To drug in her jealous vengeance 
The bloom of a bridal wreath. 
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IV. 

So away with the beauties of Maro ! 

They are dumb in our fields and flowers ; 
And the scenes of old tragic stories 

Were not so strange as ours. 

But a third wave yet was rolling 

From the deeps of the classic sea. 
With the gathered force of all thinkers— 
^^^ligh^hilosoph^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
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What of soul in the sage of Stagira ? 

'Twas the music that is mute, 
Nay, gone for aye, when the player 

Has broken his useless flute. 

And what of their own dread stories 

Of the guiltless sufferer's lot, 
Have they probed the curse primeval ? 

Have they touched the tainted spot ? 

No ! they never told what yon heavenward 

Spire with its noble bell. 
The herald of new revealings. 

Is ancient enough to tell. 

And the penitents there are scatheless 

Who before that altar bow ; 
At the doors no demons are waiting 

For poor Orestes now. 

From the world's rough justice entering 

The innocent and pure 
Find a home that is ever joyful, 

A hope that is ever sure. 



met y 
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I. 



Lo ! memory waves her fairy wand ; 

Years backward glide ; 
To a trysting-place in the Past's fair Ian- 

Where ways divide. 

They come upon two in a perfumed bow 

One asking spake^ 
'Twixt toil and ease — 'twas a fateful houi 

A choice to make. 

Ease Athens gave, light-hearted queen » 

In calm abodes 
Adoring, debonair, serene, 

Her unknown gods ; 

Who, bee-like, all the morn did flit 

O'er Sophia's flowers 
To pack their honey into wit 
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Nor only studious of the past, 

But prompt to bring 
Or hear, at each divine repast, 

Some newest thing. 

She counted, the other, each gift and gain 

Of her bright lot ; 
What outer darkness might contain 

Imagined not. 

And if that darkness had been felt, 

The nearer sight 
Had made the places where she dwelt 

More dear, more bright. 



II. 



The outer darkness ! glooming days, 

With snowdrifts deep, 
And drenching rains, and miry ways. 

And wandering sheep. 
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Darkness that may be felt 

Vith heedless rush how many a lamb 

Had left the fold, 
^lose following on its headstrong dam. 

The young, the old — 

'or Nature prompted to rehearse 

The parents' fall ; 
lo shepherd's staff to stay the curse, 

No voice to call. 

low listless, on the seldom morn, 

The hireling sent 
iis remnant to the wells forlorn 
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For glory man his name had placed 

On every stone ; 
'Twas Christ's own name that they effaced. 

And His alone. 

Yet — as to mend the silenced shrine 

And flock unhealed, — 
The bell-wethers on metal fine 

Continuous pealed. 

And nightly 'twas no curfew sign 

Their clangours gave ; 
Then rather woke the tongue malign 

Its worst to rave ; 

Let loose within that Belial fane 

Whose fires relume 
To spread through chambers of the brain 

The drunken fume ; 

With maudlin musings, sodden thought, 

Each pang to soothe ; 
For Sin, each gate of sense to have bought, 

Each path to smooth. 

3 
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Darkness that may be felt 

las ! for shepherds who aspire 

To folds like these ; 

touch the plague-spot, reach the fire 

Id Vice's lees. 

tn them past dereliction flings 

The task of pain : 
"o pierce the ioveterate hardened rings ; 

To burst the chain. 

!ut for one Helper and one Book, 

Too great to bear, 
J^oul^hicMhe^^ightl^ook^^^^^^^^^ 
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But yonder, no descended woe 

Cumbers the soil ; 
Gaily they come, and gaily go, 

Those sons of toil. 

They bring a never-changing charm ; 

Minds open, bright. 
And hearts from noblest hearthstones warm, 

With hope alight : 

And if of aught to-day is heir, 

'Tis the fair dreams 
Of knowledge there bringing all things fair 

Down mystic streams. 

Oft here, when wintry drizzling dark 

Fills lampless lanes. 
Save where some feeble candles mark 

Wet window panes. 

Out yonder, on the darkling range 

Of eastern hills, 

A glamour as a sunrise strange 

The welkin fills. 

3—2 
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Darkness that may be felt 

'Tis each electric-beaming street, 

'Tis hall and bower, 
'Tis all the pictured chambers sweet 

Of England's flower. 

Hidden, yet imaged on the gloom, 

To the zenith glow 
The City's stars— that chosen home 

So long ago. 

And them a voice is heard among : 

" Doth flesh and blood 
Prefer to light and wit and song 

Yon solitude ?" 
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III. 

Arid, the desert showed not yet 

Of rose one token ; 
And of the vineyard God once set 

The hedge was broken : 

And all bold Bethel's brotherhood 

Did entrance win ; 
And all the wild boars of the wood 

Did ravage in. 

Oh, wonder to have fenced a space 

Of scanty ground, 
Sealed gardens where God*s ordered grace 

Might still abound ! 



But Truth, if only Truth it is, 

Will root on rocks ; 
Frail harebell on a precipice, 

Man's pride it mocks. 
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Darkness that may be felt 

"is God, in His revealing dawn, 
Who made it pierce 
eep down to hearts as fat as brawn 
And custom fierce. 

ver He works in one sweet way; 
One tale is told 
f pagan hamlets of to-day 
And those of old. 

he winds of His blessed Spirit come 
Upon these slain; 
rom the sleep of a modern heathendom 
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From wooden pen and plastered dross 

They've purged God's fane ; 
The mystic lights are lit, the Cross 

Shines forth again. 

Oh, hopeless call no more the fight I 

For hearts grow strong 
When countless heavenly chariots bright 

In Dothan throng. 
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Anglia Victrix 

ilf-past eight we started, undelayed ; 
rom the front door's grand publicity ; 
rom the shrubbery wicket, where no plea 
lious of some leave-petitioning boy 
t reach us, or a mandate from the Head. 
what a blessing to be free twelve hours 
1 roll-calls, halls, and bells !" he cried ; and both 
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Vases, and verdurous vistas, and afar 
Glimpses of sylvan giants in the park, 
Should, with all blots removed of tone or form, 
Be as an ever-speaking beauty to the eye 
Of boyhood ; and whate'er he added more 
Broke on the scene not rudely ; the new brick, 
With all its varied piles in dormitory 
And pinnacle and turret, did but seem 
To enhance the universal harmony 
Of warm reds nestling in embowering greens ; 
And rules and site so fenced it from the world 
That Plato might be pleased to walk those paths. 

But in the trophy-laden entrance-halls, 
And in the clean-swept dim refectories. 
With all their panelled regularity, 
A medieval quaintness breathed around. 

And there, a gem for such a casket meet. 
In bond of peace, a family, brothers, sons. 
Fathers in Christ, their badge humility 
And dovelike harmlessness, awhile had thriven. 
So had he willed, the Founder, Why so oft 
Do Heaven's ideals fade to common day. 
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lar with ruin fairest spots of earth ? 
:o our journey. 

Mists of morn still hung 
■e the Midland city where they teach 
the Stagirite, least the Nazarene ; then 
teachers and the taught were breakfasting. 
ad, the vendor's clamours and the chimes 
; down void pavements where the busy brooms 
many a shopboy swept and garnished still, 
:ame the gownsman's rush at ten o'clock, 
^ering as famished much for Learning's crumbs. 
object was not there, and on we went. 

country was around us once again. 
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The stable of the Bull received our steed, 
But not ourselves its inn-room. Gallant sons 
Of Mars, belated yeomen of the shire, 
Whose steaming horses champed the bit without. 
Were snatching there a hasty meal. But we. 
Still hastier, with a picnic portable. 
Purchased and packt withal, hied on our quest. 



We passed beneath a gateway ; the proud arch 

Was such as erst rang o'er the ponderous car 

Of Roman conqueror, fresh from Danube tamed 

Or Vindelician castles overthrown. 

But never then, not in his wildest dream 

Of peace superb amidst his acres broad. 

Did conqueror see such prospect as on us, 

Poor novices in martial glory, burst — 

The Palace, sweeps of lawn, and winding lakes, 

And forest fringing far a mighty plain ! 

As if, when Art's deft hand had done its best. 

Nature herself had expanded to record 

Some glorious deed. 

That sight filled all our minds 
The livelong day ; and so. War's note once struck, 
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contemplations were not close within 
Palace ; for it only showed with all 
nasterstrokes of painting, breathing stone, 
I's victories in piping times of peace. 
did we hear with any poignant pain 
hat dread night of fire, not long before, 
2n Titian's gods and goddesses passed away, 
slocaust of canvas. We could muse 
lattles better in the open air. 

as for mythic scenes, we came upon 
in the glorious gardens which surpassed 
Dthers that we wot of; so it seemed 
; of the fairyland which May created 
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Where, fugitive from his grandeur, Evenlode 
Crept to the cascade. 

There we crossed and passed 
Into the higher forest, where huge oaks 
Stood hale with timber of a thousand springs 
Grasping the mossgrown ridges ; beneath them 
The Second Henry might have banqueted 
When Hugh the Saintly found him ; higher still 
We hit the lodge where graceless Rochester 
Fled from the world and his own wickedness. 
At last emerging from the sylvan glades. 
We on the plain descended ; heavy hoofs 
For seven hot hours had charged and gathered there 
Beneath its airy monument ; but now 
We saw through rolling dust the glittering lines 
Of yeomen, all their mimic warfare o'er. 
Retreating to some well-known strain of brass — 
The battlefield and eve were left to us. 
Then to the Pillars' sculptured base we rushed. 
And, for we knew no more about those wars 
Than Caspar and than little Peterkin, 
He in a voice incisive read the tale 
Of triumph which a nation willed should stand. 



Was choked to silence, or from novelty 
In all the scenes around us, infinite pride 
In this our England stole into the heart. 
In that far clime the British infantry 
(Perhaps some feet amongst the gallant cro^ 
Had trod in infant sport by yonder brook) 
Had moved majestic, terrible no less 
Amidst the roar of Gallia's cannonade 
Than 'neath her arrowy showers 1 The peas; 
Their loud huzzas, and startled Danube felt 
Their fury, when they charged to do the dee 
Twas willed to do 1 And then arose the th< 
Of the one man who planned the fight, and 1 
Serene amidst the whirlwind and the flames 
Those fatal hosts ; whose name, with Englan 
Henceforward in those plains for ever rings. 

Then I towards the Palace turning, " World 
I'd give to know, what never can be known. 
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He came down here of an evening. Was it dear, 
That victory, as his eye this blazon swept, 
For England's sake alone ; that England which 
Gave him her best of majesty in stone, 
Of air, of woods, of waters ; round his hearth 
Poured fairest gems of art, and last, not least. 
Gave him her heart, or, long ere these, had given ? 
And was she visioned to his inmost soul 
Champion of right. Protectress of the weak. 
With light of guiltless victories in her eyes ? 
Shone she thus pure upon the battlefields ? 
You'll say, in that base age men's eyes grew dim 
To moral heights ; no Sidney walked the earth ; 
But sophist Reason, with her temptress tongue 
Still personating Heaven's own oracles. 
Whispered in shrines, in senates and in camps 
Proclaimed, the enlightened interests of self. 
Well, was his England foremost in his thoughts. 
Her power, her good, her profit, and all that ?" 



" Two things for certain," he replied, "we know : 
He loved his soldiers, and he loved his wife ; 
So why not, too, his England, as her fame. 



1 


3BHU!3Hi 


Anglia Victrix 

glory and her good were figured then ? 
ly we question thus, who know not War. 
, when men name his splendid victory, 
lail the deed accomplished, end in that ; 
le behind it ever looked ; and when 

name touched memory's chords, what sudden 
hrong 

irs, of past despairs, awakened there ? 
nonth-long marchings through a wasted land ; 
it in the vanguard ; searchings of the heart 
he divisions due ; returns by night 
Dops reporting nothing, where the event 

all to seem reported ; the advance 
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All in its glorious uncertainty ; 

But not the less entranced with thoughts we bore 

Through eve's cool stillness, broken by the trot 

Of our £at pony, homeward bound and brisk. 

The young rooks now were sleeping in their nests ; 

But high in twilight azures of the sky 

One single star was beaming ; and it seemed, 

So bright it was and inaccessible, 

To be the blending of three glories then 

Bewitching us ; of Genius, of its crown 

Victorious, of its prizes ; presently. 

More solemn, less fantastic, came the thought 

That England needs, and will for aye, such stars. 

E'en beneath vaults with other signs than ours : 

The Lord of hosts would grant them in her need. 

His battles were soon over ; in two years 
He had fought and fallen, yes, had died. 
Hunted in alleys of that modem Tyre 
Where the flames of Orange fury fiercest bum, 
All for a vestment of the Sacrifice. 
Yet to the sentinel at his lonely post 
Who dies to guard some late recaptured ground 
We give the meed of Courage and of Faith. 
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England, still thy choicest sons must bleed ; 
they are calling in the Farther East, 
'neath the skies of sultry Capricorn 
thy strong empire and thine equal laws, 
other sons of thine must suffer too ; 
other subtler combats still must be, 
ave thy rich inheritance of truth 
precious ritual, done almost to death 
larrowing fears and sacrilegious zeals 
reckless day long past. 

On such a field 
leaving geometry for God's vineyard, fell, 
of that crown how little thought he then. 



Anothen* 

Stanzas on the ^ingentenary of Winchester 

College 



The fountain we would find is higher still ; 

Up ! through the matted gossamer's wavy sheen ; 

And past the emerald rings upon the sod, 
Where feet immortal on immortal green 

Wove dances, ere star-gazing Druid trod 
The magic moss-grown hill. 
At last ! a tell-tale gleam amidst the ferns ; 

Where long-lost Arethusa vainly hides 

Her crystal depth and never-withering sides, 
Queen of all upland springs and mist-fed urns. 



* See notes, p. io8. 
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place, fit hour, to track another spring 
igh hid upon the mistier wolds of yore ; 
A watered garden, and a fountain sealed, 
'hose guarded sward no hoof of woodland boar 
Did crush ; nor any wild beast of the field : 

There, by a ruthless king, 
gems and jewels to his swine were thrown ; 
No carven work undone : while axes broke 
All else, steel-trenchant, as the miner's stroke 
ashed to its milk-white heart this ancient 
down. 
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On such a morn the silver clarions blew 
Through all her ways, to her great Minster-gate, 

For crowning of some young Plantagenet ; 
Then, when beneath the canopies of state 
The trefoils on their golden cirque were set 
U[>on him ; and men knew 
On what ^ir lands that mighty crown had sway. 
Yet, midst its jewels, on that day of grace, 
One Uttle kingdom had not found a place, 
Which still should last, when greater passed 
away; 



But on the breeze, that ruffled England's flag 
And flung it wide above the gay-garbed throng. 

There came proud whispers from beyond the sea. 
Of vine-clad plains still panting for the strong ; 
Whispers of conquest wafted up the lea. 
Where bends of Itchen lag 
And wave his tasselled banners o'er the gleams 
Of changeless chalk where he is ever king : — 
Nor all the storms the rough sou' -westers bring. 
Nor France with threat or smile, turn bis sweet 
streams. 
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not for long these scabbards keep the sword ; 
i mitres flash near coronets this morn : 
,nd cowls are darkhng near the samit's flame, 
] tonsured brows meet brows all helmet-worn ; 
.nd lips long hushed in cloisters come to claim 

Part in war's Council-board, 
eems these priests have fiercer fantasies, 
"ouched by no altar's coaJ, but earth -bom 

fires, 
'oo wildly pride of conquest, from their sires 
uismitted, burns in those armed barons' eyes. 

shall unteach this gaudv. thriftless age? 
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Fling wide thy gates, and let thy pilgrims fare, 
To chant the hymn of May no priestly train : 

'Tis a gay rout on easy stages sent, 
With prance of palfrey and with bell on rein ; 
Devotion's mockery. See the tournament. 
And stranger mockery there 
Of battle ; knight in silk, and dame in steel. 
Who, when these shows barbaric round her roll, 
Shall find again the keynote of Faith's soul. 
And strike the chord which once made England 
feel? 






He came, who struck it well, on one spring mom. 
Though the land hailed him with no iron tongue. 

No beacon-blaze, as when her bended yew 
Sent death to Gallic horsemen ; yet among 
Her memories this was glory ; something new, 
A power unguessed, was bom 
Then, when with banners lowly, while white 
March 
Blew a fresh gusty welcome from the main, 
A prelate-builder led a black-stoled train 
Of chosen children to a high-built arch : 
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i-built arch and gateway ; lo 1 above 
iselF is gazing on his Lady's tears ; 
id to a great quadrangle, swept and still, 
ng tenants, who for these half-thousand years 
lali tread it, pass; their echoing anthems fill 
he chambers; on they move; 
light, which on his jewelled crozler falls, 
cloisters leads, where Lebanon's own per- 
fume 
reathes from high rafters hid in scented gloom, 
. matchless organs send appealing calls. 

darkness ends the tumult of the wood, 
1, hoarse or shrill or twittering, every throat 
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Great Gregory sees again the angel face 
Beneath the mien barbarian ; Bede again 
Summons the page from proud half-heathen 
bowers 
To watch his candle make the evangel plain ; 
No more the long illiterate listless hours. 
Or hawk, or hound, or chase. 
And yet to their short durance frequent come 
Voices from altar, and high council-hall, 
That prophesy the end ; theirs is no thrall ; 
Theirs is a cloistral order, yet a home. 



And think not, though the fairy never smiled. 
Science, upon him, nor her wand yet broke 
The heavens to depths untold, and love, to 
death 
Complaining, sweeter harmonies awoke 
In later summers of Elizabeth, 
That Wykeham's chosen child, 
In those still chambers cradled, at the first 
Delighted heard no voices from afar 
Where poesy and truth and glory are ; 
He heard their fountains fall, he knew their 
thirst. 
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igle is his aim, possessed his soul ; 

jther in misty morns the chalky stair 

3 Catharine's shrine, a pilgrim boy, he scale, 

hears the orisons oft peaJing there ; 
r to a wanderer down yon watered vale 
The minster-summons roll, 

stir still Itchen to his fringing reeds ; 
r, lamplike o'er a fresh-cut pinnacle, 
esper is herald of the compline bell ; 
fi hour reveals one hope, one longing feeds. 

It was the gate, and narrow was the way. 
as the rock-bound torrent foams along 
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Then beat the hearts that gave their all to her, 
The Mother breathing from fresh chiselled lines 

That sprang on dizzier arches, from gray walls 
Of convents old, and taper-blazing shrines. 

And 'twixt the holy hours came learning's calls 
Across the barrier 
Of Alps, on noiseless clues of influence sent. 

From lands still listening to the Tuscan lyre ; 

Not by the steamy car, or chargfed wire, 
That bring to deafened ears an echo spent. 



Ah ! halcyon days, that could defy the storm ! 
For, e'en as Nature's self takes heart of grace. 

Nor counts her losses on far fields of frost, 
In gulfing flood, or prairie's fire-swift chase. 
So that her primal forces be not lost. 
Her moulds of changeless form ; 
Thy spirit, Wykeham, only asked the clay 
To mould for ever through each changing scene ; 
And thou couldst strongly make, what once had 
been ; 
Thy mould was safe — nor is it marred to-day. 



Anothen 

Lery eve shall see thy clansmen's joy ; 
burst of song from yonder playground trees, 
br echoing courts, adown the glassy wave 
Isome belated fisher, on the breeze 
Ihall come the burden of that ancient stave, 

Sweet death-song of the boy 
Imaker, strain of home that never tires. 
f hine is their home to-night ; to thee belong 
The transports of return ; the pilgrim throng 
ll from thy hearth would snatch the olden 
fires. 
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But one is not, nor cometh any more. 
Not least amongst her thousands. O'er the sand 
Conquering he swept for vengeance late; the 
dart, 
Blind death-winged steel from a mad Ethiop hand. 
Did his high spirit from the body part 
Which to the Wells they bore. 
His deathless Mother's partial tears still bum ; 
Pardon, her mitred and her ermined sons, 
If she, not lost her other glorious ones. 
Clasps to her heart of hearts his golden urn. 



And, maybe, there may come to her large hearth 
A prodigal to-night. The Muses' plot 

He never tilled, or plied the stated task. 
But yet the Mother's love is stinted not. 
He bears her form, and more she doth not ask ; 
To comers of the earth. 
To Austral wold or Indian waste her call 
Has come : he claims the lost inheritance. 
Him, too, she hails with music and with dance, 
The bowl with memories wreathed, the festal 
haU. 
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many here shall meet, who each unseen 
other in the labyrinth of life, 
iTet grasping clues that win its inmost maze, 
ead paths of sacred toil or civic strife. 
30, battling on through tangled darkened ways, 

On some calm moonlit scene 
forest lawn a reuniting host 
i^amps for brief rest ; by watchfires flickering, 
5ome answer comes not from each mustered 

ring: 
ey count the combats done ; but know the 

lost. 

pile the equal feast, thou seneschal ! 
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For though these paths are changed, all things are 
new; 
The very Muses have another name ; 

New spoils from Knowledge' incense-bearing tree 
Light in their shrines a many-tinted flame ; 
Yet here one ancient art shall always be : 
It Athens never knew, 
Nor Sparta kept, with all her bravery : 
Its secret now the many have not caught ; 
It doth not come by study, is not taught ; 
It knows to rear the flower of loyalty. 



And so, who faithful serve, do well command ; 
Whether beside their burning brands that fall 
On chamber hearths ; or in the tented field. 
Where champions rush upon a giant ball ; 

Or o'er the schoolroom crowd the wand they 
wield: 
A model for the land 
Was here ; and Albion saw, and owned, its spell ; 
For lo ! this stream its clear cold tenor kept 
Since when, beyond dim gulfs of time, it leapt 
From those far mountains where the sainted 
dwell. 
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, too, our Arethusa bursts again : 
i salt attaints her unpolluted wells. 
5uch, when she filled her new Ortygian cave, 
e played with all its new-found sand and shells 
kVith that same cool and clear and lucid wave 
Which Thunder Summits strain 
give her birth in the far land divine : 
\s if no billows passed above her flight, 
■Jo monsters strange that never saw the light 
the green fathoms of Sicanian brine. 

lad she come ; and all the land was strange ; 
t, whether crocus fired the summer down, 
Dr the rare amber strewed a stormier shore. 
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Back, Memory, back to where an oakling shivers : 
Conjure beneath that canopy of ferns. 

How the noontide like a glowing furnace quivers ; 
What tangle of stars against the welkin burns ? 

Tis the ragworts' dusky-golden globes a-shining, 
With a halo round them of yet yellower rays, 

Yon sandpit's glittering precipices lining. 
And all a-down the little steeps they blaze ; 



And, wrought to clear perfection in the glorious 
weather. 

Their shadows on an hourless dial fall ; 
From leaflets branching, feather over feather. 

So delicate on stems erect and tall. 

5 





A Midland Moor 

1 all around, as mount the winged marauders, 
"here are broken bursts of song, which instant 

pass 
3 soar, as if to join the wondrous orders 
)f angels many-voiced along the sea of glEiss. 

i then, how silver-sweet I a. solitary tinkle : 
ris the brooklet's babble by yon watering-places ; 
tone's-throw off the little rapids twinkle, 
i crumple-horn is coming; with rolling feet she 
paces. 

ver walked a sweeter breathing store of plenty ; 
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Blue o*er those grassy levels and the cattle 
Wales' wavy border-lines are lost in light : 

A pillar on the nearest tells of battle ; 
It looks a little needle on the height. 

Why do they glow, those gaudy weeds, that sandy 
glamour, 

Behind thy newer pictures, Memory, for ever : 
Why do those cattle come in any summer ? 

Why in thy sunlight always falls that river ? 

From its little trickling urns in black morasse§ 
That baby current brings no ancient story ; 

All downward to its gulf, where Severn passes. 
Nor wall nor meadow will it wash of glory. 

E'en this glory of the lea and streaming udders' 
bounty. 
Rich tribute of the congregated curds. 
Bears the counterfeited title of an alien county : 
They browse unknown to fame, those lovely herds. 

5—2 
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1 that column on the mountain, which on Severn 

coiling under 
iews the coracle, and flies the fisher flings, 
ids no monument of neighbouring battle's 

thunder : 
iut of Rodney's shot o'er ocean that lowered the 

Gallic wing. 

this scenery is the ancientest and dearest ; 
iehind man's records writ its airborn legends lie. 
because thou this revealest, Memory, when 
thou wearest 
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Translations 





On the 1 

tatue of Lord Brougham 
at Cannes 

iXT Day and Night comes his reprieve at last ; 
es sweet oblivion, floating o'er the past ; 
clouds that darkened his long life now part, 
light in golden floods uplifts his heart, 
lere, where now he stands, with downward hand 
eems for ever pointing to this land ; 
as he twines the palm with England's rose, 
ever saying, " Here ! 'tis here — repose." 




Ode to Health. 



With thee, sweet Health, I'd dwell with thee, 
Blest of the blessed ones in heaven, 
Whate'er remaining years to me be given : 

O willing come, and now my housemate be. 

For if in gleam of gold a glory come, 
Or any grace in children, to the home j 
Or men win any happy hour 
On regal heights of power ; 
Or any joy when young Desire 
Tangles in nets unseen his amorous quest ; 
Or after toil if any hearts respire ; 
All joy, all rest, 
With thee doth springlike bloom in rosy li^t ; 
But without thee they're gone for mortal wight. 
(Prom tht Gruk.) 





Iter Sepulchra Legenda 

I. 

EXUM cecinere diem pulsa asra, boumque 
iT calles pratorum agmina lenta meant ; 

iter emensi longum cessere coloni ; 
)lus ego vacuos noxque tenemus agros. 

2. 



Elegy Written in a Country 

Churchyard 



I. 



The curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 
The lowing herd winds slowly o'er the lea, 

The ploughman homeward plods his weary way. 
And leaves the world to darkness and to me. 



2. 



Now fades the glimmering landscape on the sight. 
And all the air a solemn stillness holds. 

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight, 
And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds ; 



Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tower 
The moping owl does to the moon complain 

Of such as, wandering near her secret bower. 
Molest her ancient solitary reign. 
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Inter Sepulchra Legenda 

4- 
:rebro putris assurgit qui cespes acervo, 
[Josique ulmi et taxus obumbrat humum, 
ique suam requiem nactum, sua munera parvi 
■ceris, arvales composuere patres. 

5- 
neque eras, Oriens quas spirat odorifer, aurse, 
;utisve loquax culmen himndinibus, 
ita venantflm nee coraua, nee tuba galli 
ra solo instratis excutit uUa tons. 

6. 



Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard 77 



Beneath those rugged elms, that yew-tree's shade. 
Where heaves the turf in many a mouldering heap, 

Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 
The rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep. 



The breezy call of incense-breathing Mom, 
The swallow twittering from the straw-built shed, 

The cock's shrill clarion, or the echoing horn. 
No more shall rouse them from their lowly bed. 

6. 

For them no more the blazing hearth shall bum. 
Or busy housewife ply her evening care : 

No children run to lisp their sire's return, 
Or climb his knees the envied kiss to share. 



Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield. 
Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe has broke ; 

How jocund did they drive their team afield I 
How bowed the woods beneath their sturdy stroke I 
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istupet insanus titulis ne spernat honesta 

n opera, aut sortem aut munera parva doml^s; 
I risu, oh reges, vos exaudite taberns 
laudia plebei^e quantulacuaque ferant. 

9- 

h genus antiquum, et fasces, et purpura regni, 
Buicquid opes, quicquid forma venusta dedit, 
I manent pariter sibi debita ; Gloria e6dem 
pivitur, et Stygio mergit in amne rotas. 
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Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard 79 

8. 

Let not Ambition mock their useful toil, 
Their homely joys, and destiny obscure ; 

Nor Grandeur hear with a disdainful smile. 
The short and simple annals of the poor. 



The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave. 

Await alike th' inevitable hour. 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 



10. 



Nor you, ye Proud, impute to these the fault, 
If Memory o'er their tomb no trophies raise. 

Where through the long-drawn aisle and fretted vault 
The pealing anthem swells the note of praise. 



II. 



Can storied urn or animated bust 

Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath ? 
Can Honour's voice provoke the silent dust, 

Or Flattery soothe the dull, cold ear of Death ? 
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12. 

la olim quae conciperent divinitus ignes 
srsitan h4c taciti sede relicta jacent, 
arum vel dextra capax ad sceptra, vel apta 
tiyrso percussas exstimulasse fides. 

13- 

eterum largas sap ien turn evolvere chartas, 
[ reserare suas Musa negavit opes; 
ida paupertas restus exstinxit honestos, 
uravitque geiu pectoris ingenium. 

14. 
apidum nitor ille antrorum in nocte coruscus 








Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard 8i 

12. 

Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire ; 

Hands that the rod of empire might have swayed, 
Or waked to ecstasy the living lyre. 

13- 

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page 
Rich with the spoils of time did ne'er unroll ; 

Chill Penury repressed their noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of the soul. 

14. 

Full many a gem of purest ray serene, 
The dark unfathomed caves of ocean bear : 

Full many a flower is bom to blush unseen. 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air. 

15- 
Some village Hampden, that with dauntless breast 

The little tyrant of his fields withstood ; 
Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest, 
Some Cromwell, guiltless of his country's blood. 

6.. 
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1 Inter Sepulchra Legenda 

i6. 
oquio intenti plausum meniisse senatfls, 
Spernere crudelem verba minata necem, 
Qnera Itetantes Cereris diffundere in agros, 
Et " Patriae " a populo dicier " ecce Pater," 

I?- 
in licuit. Sed quse virtutem extendere factis 
Sors vetuit, sceleris clauserat squa viam; 
u mens per caedem regnum affectare fuisset, 
Civibus et duri pandere claustra dei ; 

i8. 



Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard 83 

16. 

Th' applause of listening senates to command. 
The threats of pain and ruin to despise. 

To scatter plenty o'er a smiling land, 
And read their history in a nation's eyes, 

17- 
Their lot forbade : nor circumscribed alone 

Their growing virtues, but their crimes confined ; 
Forbade to wade through slaughter to a throne, 

And shut the gates of mercy on mankind, 

18. 

The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide, 
To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame. 

Or heap the shrine of Luxury and Pride 
With incense kindled at the Muse's flame. 

19. 

Far from the madding crowd's ignoble strife, 
Their sober wishes never learned to stray ; 

Along the cool sequestered vale of life 
They kept the noiseless tenor of their way. 



i 



."*• ■ 
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Inter Sepulchra Lcgcnda 

20. 

tamen hsec ossa insultet pede turba profano, 
Stat saxorum aJiquis, qui loca servet, honos ; 
mpe per infabre sculpta et rude carmen euntem 
tios inter manes justa dedisse monet. 

21. 
jmmate pro sculpto nomen, pro laudibus annos, 
Mnemosyne posuit cuique, tironis opus ; 
c jacit ilia suas sortes, hie jussit agrestem 
Et sapere, et leti dedidicisse metum. 

22. 



^''i^: 
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20. 



Yet e'en these bones from insult to protect, 
Some frail memorial still erected nigh, 

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture decked. 
Implores the passing tribute of a sigh. 



21. 



Their name, their years, spelt by the unlettered muse. 

The place of fame and elegy supply : 
And many a holy text around she strews, 

That teach the rustic moralist to die. 

22. 

For who to dumb Forgetfulness a prey. 
This pleasing anxious being e'er resigned. 

Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day, 
Nor cast one longing lingering look behind ? 

23- 
On some fond breast the parting soul relies, 

Some pious drops the closing eye requires ; 
E'en from the tomb the voice of Nature cries. 

E'en in our ashes live their wonted fires. 
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Inter Sepulchra Legenda 

24. 

]ue super, qui plebem istam sine honore jacentera 
fenuiaque hoc tenui carmine facta refers, 
quis secessu curisque hue ductus eisdem 
fe super acciderint quse tibi fata roget, 

25- 

rsan ita incanus respondent incola ruris ; 
' Ssepe ut divideret lutea rima polum, 
iimus istum alacri pulses pede verrere rores 
i'er juga prserepturum editiora diem. 

2b. 
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24. 

For thee, who mindful of the unhonoured Deaxl 
Dost in these lives their artless tale relate ; 

If chance, by lonely Contemplation led, 
Some kindred Spirit shall inquire thy fate, 

25- 
Haply some hoary-headed Swain may say : 

*' Oft have we seen him at the peep of dawn 
Brushing with hasty steps the dews away 

To meet the sun upon the upland lawn. 

26. 

" There at the foot of yonder nodding beech 
That wreathes its old fantastic roots so high. 

His listless length at noontide would he stretch. 
And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 

27. 

" Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn, 
Muttering his wayward fancies he would rove ; 

Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn. 
Or crazed with care, or crossed in hopeless love. 
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Inter Sepulchra Legenda 

28. 
,ux oritur qnk frustra ilium bene nota requiro 
^er juga ; vse fago quam celebrarat abest ; 
era lux oritur: nee saltu aut tesqua secundum 
iilernere erat, sueti nee statione vadi. 

29. 
'ostera lux venit : et sollenni funera pompi 
It planctu in sacrS vidimus ire vi4 ; 
^ui scis legisse — notat rubus ille sepultum — 
[, lege quas summus carmina cippus habet." 

Elogium. 

30- 
c terrse in gremiam flexa cervice quievit, 
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28. 

'* One mom I missed him on the 'customed hill. 
Along the heath and near his favourite tree ; 

Another came ; nor yet beside the rill, 
Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he ; 

29. 
" The next with dirges due in sad array 
Slow through the churchway path we saw him 
borne. 
Approach and read (for thou canst read) the lay, 
Graved on the stone beneath yon aged thorn." 

The Epitaph. 

30. 
Here rests, his head upon the lap of Earth, 

A Youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown : 

Fair Science frowned not on his humble birth. 

And Melancholy marked him for her own. 

31- 
Large was his bounty, and his soul sincere. 

Heaven did a recompense as largely send : 

He gave to Misery all he had, a tear. 

He gained from Heaven ('twas all he wished) a 

friend. 






Inter Sepulchre Legenda 

32. 

,s laudes ne quaere ultra, neu prompseris idem 
;;ulpas setheriura quas penetrale tegat ; 
:erta spe certa manent ibi munera utraeque, 
scilicet aiterni corde sinuque Patris. 
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32. 
No &rther seek his merits to disclose, 

Or draw his frailties firom their dread abode. 
There they alike in trembling hope repose, 

The bosom of his Father and his God. 

T.Gnv- 





Dubia Nox 

BLANDUTUR si Ubi Histica 

Avena, Virgo, si det arundine 

Pastor verecundas ad aures 

Quod placeat tibi, Diva, carmen ; 

Ceu prima sancto fiat tua vespere 
Aura, et caduco spirat anhelitu ! — 
jam fine tenduntur diei 
Auricomo sua vela Phoebo, 



To Evening 



If aught of oaten stop or pastoral song 

May hope, chaste Eve, to soothe thy modest ear 

Like thy own solemn springs, 

Thy springs, and dying gales ; 

O Nymph reserved, — while now the bright-hair'd sun 
Sits in yon western tent, whose cloudy skirts 

With brede ethereal wove, 

O'erhang his wavy bed, 



Now air is hush'd, save where the weak-eyed bat 
With short shrill shriek flits by on leathern wing, 

Or where the beetle winds 

His small but sullen horn, 



1 


Dubia Nox 

Utcunque raucis subsiluit vias 
Delira borabis ; — Diva silentia 
! sera servans, carmen hor4 
Lenius in placidi doceto, 

Quo non inepto munere personem 
Vailes malign& luce tenebricas, 
Et solus incedens reversam 

Teque, Bona, et tua dona laudem. 

Cui Stella quando pallidulo semel 

Orbe enitescens clausit ovilia, 
Turn surgit experrecta florum 

En ! thalamis Lemurum caterva ; 



To Evening 

As oft he rises 'midst the twilight path. 
Against the pilgrim borae in heedless hum,- 
Now teach me, maid composed. 
To breathe some soften'd strain, 



95 



Whose numbers, stealing through thy darkening vale. 
May not unseemly with its stillness suit ; 

As musing slow I hail 

Thy genial loved return. 



For when thy folding-star arising shows 
His paly circlet, at his warning lamp 
The fragrant Hours, and Elves 
Who slept in buds the day. 



And many a Nymph who wreaths her brows with 

sedge 
And sheds the freshening dew, and lovelier still 

The pensive Pleasures sweet 

Prepare thy shadowy car. 



i 





Dubia Nox 

Turn per genistas, per juga montium 
Longe facessam vasta situ viam, 
Aut inde per solos priorum 
Deveniam monimenta saltus, 

Queis grandiori numine parietum, 
Ut tacta Sanctis turn facibus tuis, 
Fragmenta nutent : seu, volenti 
Ire foras, violentus iinbre 

Geluve ventus continuit pedes, 
Turn me sub arctas prassidio casas, 
De monte convaJles, et agri 
Undique diluvio natantes, 



•f 1 
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To Evening 

Then let me rove some wild and heathy scene : 
Or find some ruin 'midst its dreary dells, 

Whose walls more awful nod 

By thy religious gleams. 
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Or if chill blustering winds, or driving rain 
Prevent my willing feet, be mine the hut 
That, from the mountain-side 
Views wilds and swelling floods. 



And hamlets brown, and dim-discover'd spires ; 
And hears their simple bell ; and marks o'er all 

Thy dewy fingers draw 

The gradual dusky veil. 



While Spring shall pour his showers, as oft he wont, 
And bathe thy breathing tresses, meekest Eve ! 

While summer loves to sport 

Beneath thy lingering light ; 

7 



Dubia Nox 

Crines odoros proluit imbribus, 
Ve] gaudet ^stas serins ad tuatn 
Lusisse lucem, vel ruina 

Decolor in premium cubantis 



Autumnus altas cogit agens comas, 
Vel sseva amictus scindit Hyems tuos 
Stridens per aurarum tumultum, 
Et socium tibi terret agmen. 



Turn regna nunquam non patiens tua 

Mens delicatas finget imagines, 
Turn rnrsus ad gratum recurrent 



To Evening 99 

While sallow Autumn fills thy lap with leaves ; 
Or Winter, yelling through the troublous air, 

Affrights thy shrinking train 

And rudely rends thy robes ; 

So long, r^ardful of ihy qoiet nile, 

Shall Fancy, Friendship, Science, smiling Peace, 

Thy gentlest influence own 

And love thy favourite name I 

(W. CoWm.) 



1 


Glaucus 

mihi prKcipuum vitK mortalis honorem 
; immota dabat ; nee enim mihi carior hora, 
im qua pendentis strato sub fornice saxi 
longos sperata dies vox sancta profundi 
Dulit arrectas dulcedine serius aures. 
la sub EEstivam rubuit mihi Vespera noctem, 
Q tenui narem subvectus lintre secuodum 



The Fisherman 



But the crown 
Of all my life was utmost quietude : 
More did I love to lie in cavern rude, 
Keeping in wait whole days for Neptune's voice. 
And if it came at last, hark and rejoice 1 
There blush'd no summer eve but I would steer 
My skiff along green shelving coasts, to hear 
The shepherd's pipe come clear from aery steep, 
Mingling with ceaseless bleatings of his sheep. 
And never was a day of summer shine 
But I beheld its birth upon the brine : 
For I would watch all night to see unfold 
Heaven's gates, and ^thon snort his morning gold 
Wide o'er the swelling streams : and constantly 
At brim of day-tide, on some grassy lea. 
My nets would be outspread, and I at rest. 



iycuciLis mans, appono ; qi 
Incerti refcrantne dco, lajtc 
Suaviaque incultam conspe 



The Fisherman 
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The poor folks of the sea-country I blest 
With daily boon of fish most delicate : 
They knew not whence this bounty, and elate 
Would strew sweet flowers upon a sterile beach. 

{Keats' " Endymion;' Book III.) 



1 


Cora Corusca 

:dit formosa, ut nox innubila quondam 
deream carpit clara per astra viam ; 
;quid et obscuri, quicquid sit amabUe lucis, 
mnia sic vultu miscuit ilia suo, 
eferat miti lumen subiustre nitore, 




She Walks in Beauty 

She walks in beauty, like the night 
Of cloudless climes and starry skies : 

And all that's best of dark and bright 
Meet in her aspect and her eyes ; 

Thus mellow'd to that tender light 
Which Heaven to gaudy day denies. 



One shade the more, one ray the less, 
Had half impair'd the nameless grace 

Which waves in every raven tress, 
Or softly lightens o'er her face ; 

Where thoughts serenely sweet express. 
How pure, how dear their dwelliog-place. 
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1 Cora Corusca 

am plenam eloquio, quamlibet ipsa silet, 
IS amabiliter ludens visque ilia colorum 
idicat exactos simplicitate dies ; 
cat imraota; quas sit concordia mentis, 
irginis ut puro pectore manet amor. 




She Walks in Beauty lo; 

And on that cheek, and o'er that brow, 

So soft, so calm, yet eloquent, 
The smiles that win, the tints that glow. 

But tell of days in goodness *spent, 
A mind at peace with all below, 

A heart whose love is innocent. 

(Byron's "Hebrew Melodies," I.) 



Notes 



i The name of s. spring on Twyford Down, near Win- 

9. "Our Colleges of Eton and Winchesier," poslcript 
^ Form of Prayer for the Twenlielh of June " 

' I. The gateway has on either side three niches con tain- 
s of the Virgin Mary in the centre, and of the angel 
;1 and the Founder represented as kneeling. 

' , General Herbert Stewart, K.C.B , died of wounds at 



Translation of Gray's Elegy 

i. I. a. The vaults of heaven {cali Icmpla) gave a name in 
1 divination to the shrines of earth. Gray may be sup- 
to mean by his "solemn stillness" the hush that was to 
Ide the sacred strain he is now going to begin. Cf. Horace, 

" Favete lingnis : carmina non prius 
Audita Musarum aacerdos 
Virginibus puerisque canto." 



Notes 
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St. zi, 1. 4. Flattery is, indeed, only one kind of the imposition 
thus styled by the Romans (dare verba.) 

St. 13, 1. 3. If Pindar is said by Horace to boil, poetic rage may 
well be called *' aestus." 

St. 14, 1. 2. The bottom not only of shallow, but of profoundly 
deep water. Cf. Virg., *'^n.," I. 126: "Stagna refusa vadis," of 
the ocean depths. 

St. 15, 1. 2. At the time of the agrarian agitation of the Gracchi 
in Rome, we may suppose that even in remote boroughs (Fidenae, 
Frusino, Ulubrae) the poor made some local optimate feel what the 
tribus rustica were. 

St. 15, 1. 3. The Rubicon divided Umbria, which was part of the 
home country, or Italy proper, from the provinces. 

St. 16, 1. 4. The look of recognition (ecce) would tell the history, 
past and future. 

St. 17, 1. 4. dementia was worshipped even by imperatores, such 
as Lepidus, the Triumvir. We do not know, however, that her 
gates were closed, as a fact, during war ; but we do know that those 
of Janus were open. 

St. 21, 1. 3. As the Sibyl had her texts written on flying leaves, 
so the Muse of Memory has hers ; and they are alike in this, that 
it requires wisdom to read them both. Cf. Virg. " .^n.," III. 452 : 

" Inconsulti abeunt, sedemque odere Sibyllae." 

St. 22, 1. I. Cf. Lucretius, II. 16: 

•* Degitur hoc aevi, quodcunque est." 

St. 30, 1. I. He rests his head upon the lap of Mother Earth 
(Genitrix), and gazes upwards, as Mars does in Lucretius, 

I. 33-36 ; 

" In gremium qui saepe tuum se 
Rejicit, aetemo devinctus vulnere amoris ; 
Atque ita suspiciens tereti cervice repostd 
Pascit amore avidos inhians in te, Dea, vultus." 
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